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working in laboratories. Vienna, Berlin, London,
St. Petersburg, especially Paris, seemed ^so many
Meccas to her! No, not Vienna, Berlin or St.
Petersburg for they were the capitals of Poland's
oppressors. But London and Paris! She was wild
with longing to go to Paris, free generous Paris
that oppressed no one, but welcomed exiles and
invited everyone to come to her who wanted to
think, who wanted to know. Despair was getting
hold of Manya. It was so hard to work alone.
Her money accumulated so intolerably slowly
and Bronia would need help for so many years.
Her father also would be wanting her to take care
of him when he was really old. Would Manya
ever get to the university?
She had grown deliciously pretty. Her broad,
lofty brow had all the sternness taken from it by
her ravishing, burnished hair; her grey eyes deep-
set under well-marked eyebrows seemed very
large and gazed at one with gay and penetrating
understanding; her wilful mouth with a sugges-
tion of a smile forced one to look and think twice.
Her skin was like a very peach. She was graceful,
with exquisite wrists and ankles; and best of all
her thoughtfulness gave her just that touch of
mystery which makes people always want to
know a girl.
Casimir, the eldest son of the house, was glad
to find Manya there when he came home for the
holidays. He came across her snipping off dead
roses in the lovely garden. He had heard about
her from his sister's letters, but he hadn't believed